upon the villages of Hawkley, Greatham, Selborne and
some others.

From the south-east., round, southward, to the north-
west, the main valley has cross-valleys running out of it,
the hills on the sides of which are very steep, and, in many
parts, covered with wood. The hills that form these cross-
valleys run out into the main valley, like piers into the
sea. Two of these promontories, of great height, are on
the west side of the main valley, and were the first objects
that struck my sight when I came to the edge of the
hanger, which was on the south. The ends of these pro-
montories are nearly perpendicular, and their tops so high
in the air, that you cannot look at the village below with-
out something like a feeling of apprehension. The leaves
are all off, the hop-poles are in stack, the fields have little
verdure ; but, while the spot is beautiful beyond descrip-
tion even now, I must leave to imagination to suppose
what it is, when the trees and hangers and hedges are in
leaf, the corn waving, the meadows bright, and the hops
upon the poles. . . .

I forgot to mention, that in going from Hawkley to
Greatham, the man, who went to show me the way, told
me at a certain fork, " that road goes to Selborne" This
put me in mind of a book, which was once recommended
to me, but which I never saw, entitled The History and
Antiquities of Selborne^ {or something of that sort) written,
I think, by a parson of the name of White., brother of
Mr. White> so long a Bookseller in Fleet-street. This par-
son had, I think, the living of the parish of Selborne.
The book was mentioned to me as a work of great curiosity
and interest.
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